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I told the story once again
Of wide rebellion in the land,
Of clamour raised against her reign,
Of treason by the preachers planned.
I told her that the Englibii Queen
Was bent to drive her from the throne
That still Elizabeth's aim had been
To rule in Britain's isle, alone.                     2g0
1 Madam,' I said, "though great her pi,wer
Trust me, that woman's craft is vain;   ?
Nor any town, nor any tower.
Shall she usurp on Scottifea plain.
Though knaves and hypocrites combine.
Though the old faitli be trampled down
We'll rally round our royal line,               '
And perish ere they wrong the Crown!
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'But these are not the days of yore
When duty was a sacre5 thing,    '                  290
When lo^al "hearts the people bore,
And priests were subject to the kino-.
Not now, upon the Sabbath-day,         to*
Are men exhorted to obey,
Nor do they meet to kneel and pray.
Savage and wild the preacher stands,'
And imprecates with lifted hands
The wrath of Heaven upon the head
Of all who differ from his creed.
Nor only that; the pulpit rings                         3oo
With lying tales of priests and kings.
Bold in his self-commissioned cause
The railing rebel spurns the laws,   '
And bids his hearers bare the sword
Against their rulers, for the Lord!
0 since your father, royal James,
Sighed out his life in Falkland tower,
How many churches, wrapped in flames,
Have witnessed to_the spoilers' power!
Yea, even in lona's isle,                                      3IO
That early Bethlehem of the west
Where, by tlolumba's stately pile,
The bones of Scotland's monarchs rest,
Such deeds were done, by christened men.
As well might shame the Saracen.
For sacrilegious hands were there
The dead from out their graves to tear,
And scatter to the winds abroad
The relics of the saints of G-od!